LETTERS OF R. L. STEVENSON

1880 These things are sad; nor can any man forgive himself for
/CT* 29 bringing them about; yet they are easier to meet in fact
than by anticipation. I almost trembled whether I was
doing right, until I was fairly summoned; then, when I
found that I was not shaken one jot, that I could grieve,
that I could sharply blame myself, for the past, and yet
never hesitate one second as to my conduct in the future,
I believe my cause was just and I leave it with the Lord.
I certainly look for no reward, nor any abiding city either
here or hereafter, but I please myself with hoping that my
father will not always think so badly of my conduct nor
so very slightingly of my affection as he does at present.
You may now understand that the quiet economical
citizen of San Francisco who now addresses you, a bon-
homme given to cheap living, early to bed though scarce
early to rise in proportion (que diable! let us have style,
anyway) busied with its little bits of books and essays
and with a fair hope for the future, is no longer the same
desponding, invalid son of a doubt and an apprehension
who last wrote to you from Monterey. I am none the

devious and barren paths of literature. The Professor took up the cud-
gels in the son's defence, and at last, by way of ending the argument,
half jocularly offered to wager that in ten years from that moment
R. L. S. would be earning a bigger income than the old firm had ever
commanded. To his surprise, the father became furious, and repulsed '
all attempts at reconciliation. But six and a half years later, Mr. Ste-
venson, broken in health, came to London to seek medical advice, and
although so feeble that he had to be lifted out and into his cab, called
at the Royal Institute to see the Professor. He said :' I am here to con-
sult a doctor, but I couldnabe in London without coming to shake your
hand and confess that you were richt after a' about Louis, and I was
wrang.' The frail old frame shook with emotion, and he muttered,
* 1 ken this is my last visit to the south.' A few weeks later he was
dead."
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